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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The Wake is of very great antiquity in this coun- 
try. It was held on the day of the Dedication, 
that is, on the day of the ſaint to whom the vil- 
lage church was dedicated. Booths were erected 
in the church-yard and on the adjacent plain, and 
after divine ſervice the reſt of the time was devoted 

to the occupations of the fair, to merriment and 

feſtivity. 

| See Bou RN E's Antiquities of the Common People, 
with Obſervations by Mr. Bzanp. 


The merchants, who frequented the fairs in nu- 
merous caravans or companies, employed every art 
to draw the people together. They were therefore 
accompanied by jugglers, minſtrels, and buffoons. 


Dr. WazxTox's Hiſtory of Engliſh Poetry, 
vol. ii. p. 367. 


The preſent edition of this poem is augmented 
with ſeveral additional paſſages, 
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THE ANCIENT 


ENGLISH WAKE. 


x 


JARK1! how the merry, merry bells reſound, 

To ſummon to the Wake the hamlets round: 
The villagers, in all their beſt array, 
Go forth to celebrate the feſtive day. 


Now from the moat-encircled caſtle came 
An aged Chief, who grac'd the roll of Fame : 
Who knows not * CHESTER'S Earl, to worth ally d, 
The boaſt of chivalry, and valour's pride ? 


A celebrated character in the reign of Hen ax the Third. 
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From courts and buſy camps at length retir'd, 
To deeds of Fame no longer he aſpir'd: 
Pleas'd, far ſequeſter d from the voice of praiſe, 
To give to peace his laſt remaining days, 

And while life's hour-glaſs near its period ſtands, 
To watch and pray beſide the cloſing ſands. 
But, mid the ſtillneſs of retirement's ſhade, 
Domeſtic ſorrow on his boſom prey d: 

A daughter, fram'd his favor to engage, 

Pride of his houſe, and ſoother of his age, 

Her native manſion had abruptly fled - 
The veil of darkneſs o'er the reſt was ſpread. 
Oft of his child ſome welcome news to gain 
The tortur'd Father ſought, but ſought in vain. 
He ſtrives (this day) his ſorrows to beguile, 
And hide his anguiſh with a ſickly ſmile. 


The hoary Paſtor, near the village-fane, 
Receiv'd the honour'd Chief and all his train : 


This 


E 1 
This holy, meek, diſintereſted man 
Had form'd his uſeful life on duty's plan: 
Unpractis'd in thoſe arts that teach to riſe, 
The vacant mitre ne'er allur'd his eyes. 
Regardleſs ſtill of diflipation's call, 
He ſeldom tarried at the feſtive hall, 
Where all around the ſtoried rexture hung, 
Where pſaltries ſounded, and where minſtrels ſung ; 
But to the humble cot's neglected door 
The ſacred man the balm of comfort bore: 
Still would he liſten to the injur d ſwain, 
For he who liſtens mitigates the pain: 
There was he ſeen reclining o'er the bed, 
Where the pale maiden bow'd her anguiſh'd head; 
Where, reft of hope, the yielding victim lay, 
And like a wreath of ſnow diſſoly d away: 
With feeling ſoul the Paſtor oft enquir'd 
Where the meck train of ſilent grief retir'd, 

=. Shame, 
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Shame, that declines her ſorrows to impart, | 
The drooping ſpirit, and the broken heart. 
He ne'er the friar's gaping wallet fed, 

But to the widow ſent his loaf of bread : 
His fee to Rows reluctantly he paid, 

And call'd the Pardoner's a pilf'ring trade. 
The ſacred Pſalter well he new to gloſs, 
And on its page illuminate the croſs : 

The written Miſſal on the altar ſeen, 
Inclos'd in velvet of the richeſt green, 
Diſplay'd initials by his fancy plann'd, 
Whoſe brilliant colours own'd his ſkilful hand. 
This gaily-letter'd book his art devis'd, 

The temple's only ornament compriz'd: 
The hallow'd ſervice of this modeſt fane 
(Far from the ſplendor of a choral train) 


Could boaſt no labour'd chant, no ſolemn rites, 


No clouds of incenſe, and no pomp of lights; 


But 


. 1 
But at the plain and lowly altar ſtands 
The village-prieſt with pure uplifted hands, 


Invoking from above Heav'n's guardian care, 


In all the meek ſimplicity of pray 'r. 


Fam'd ChEs TER, now returning from the fane, 
Surveys the tents gay-ſpreading o'er the plain 5 | 
Beneath whoſe roof the merchant-band diſplay d 
The cheerful ſcenery of active trade: . | 
While ſome, intent on wealth, with ſober view 
The graver purport of the fair purſue ; 

Some, of a free and roving mind, partake 

The various callings of the buſy Wake; 

Theſe urge the preſcient ſcer, deep-vers'd in fate, ö 

Some paſſage of their ſtory to relate: 

There the fond maid, ſolicitous to know 

Some future inſtance of her joy or woe, 

Attends, half-unbelieving, half ſincere, 

To the vague dictates of the artful ſeer. 
B 4 
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11 
Lo, where the trader all his art employs 
To rear the pageantry of boly toys, 
And on the ſimple ruſtics ſhed the glare 
Of gaudy Superſtition's lighter ware: 
Here beads hung round in many a ate row, 
In cryſtal glitter, or in coral glow : 
Here gayly-painted ſaints attract the fight, 
There ivory croffes of the pureſt white : 
Here brilliant pebbles from the hallow'd well, 
In which are lodg'd the wonder-working ſpell. 
Some by the travell'd pilgrim take their ftand, 
To hear the wonders of a foreign ſtrand ; 
While others, ſmitten with the love of ſong, 
Around the minſtrel's harp attentive throng. 
Of war and daring chiefs the maſter ſung, 
While from the chords terrific ſounds he flung : 
At length, deſcending 'from his lofty mood, 
The feeling bard a milder theme purſued, 


[ol 
And gently wak'd thoſe ſoft, complaining tones, 
So dear to melody, which Scotland owns *. 


Now, when the thronging audience all withdrew, 
A beauteous maiden ſtill remain'd in view: 
She ſeem'd as one of the dejected kind, 
Whoſe face betrays the ſecret of the mind; 
She look'd as opening day ſcarce ting'd with light, 
Or ſummer's eve when fading into night : 
She ſpoke——* Sweet are the ſongs from Scotland's 

© coaſt, | | 

© They, they admire them beſt who feel them moſt : 
* Abrupt pathetic airs, devoid of art, 
© That breathe upon the ſoul and melt the heart: 
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* Though the Scottiſh muſic, as we now have it, is attributed 
to James the Firſt of Scotland, yet, as moſt of the harpers were 
ſuppoſed to have come from the North, it is very probable that 
there was ſomething alluring and characteriſtic in the northern 
muſic previous to that period, and which partook of the ſtyle that 
reigns in the compoſitions of James the Firſt, and which Tas- 
80N1 calls Mufica lamentevole e meſta differente da tutte Palire. 
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E 
© Still, when the bard ſome mournful tale records, 
© With plaintive harmony they clothe his words ; 
© Ah! then they witneſs to the ear of grief, 
That food to ſorrow is the beſt relief. 
© Bend, gen'rous minſtrel, to a mourner's pray'r, 
© Sooth with thy art the ills I'm doom'd to bear; 
© Still let ſome Highland airs thy ſkill employ, 
And ſteep my foul in melancholy joy.” 
Attentive to the tuneful maid's requeſt, 
With magic touch the weeping harp he preſs'd, 
And waken'd into life that pow'rful ſtrain, 
Whoſe ſound perſuaſive charms almoſt to pain, 
That thrilling harmony to nature true, 
Whoſe arrows only wound the ſacred few. 


See now the throng in cluſt'ring numbers go 


To where the troop diſplay'd the gaudy ſhow “: 


* DR. Wax rox obſerves, in his Hiſtory of Engliſh Poetry, 
that the ſubject of this ſort of ſpectacle was (till the reign of 
Hz xx the Seventh) confined to moral allegory, or to reli- 
gion blended with buffoonery. 

They 
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They firſt preſented to th' expecting view, 
Amid encircling clouds of richeſt hue, 
Religion, on a throne exalted high, 
While flow'rs fell ſprinkling from the mimic ſky : 
Now ſtately ent'ring on the ſplendid ſcene, 
Array'd in white, three female forms were ſeen : 
Theſe female figures to th admiring crowd 
The names of Faith, of Hope, of Love avow'd : 
Three rivals; they appear before the throne 
To plead and make their various merit known. 


Faith, while a ſable band o'erſpread her eyes, 
In accents to this purport claim'd the prize: 
© Foe to the prying ſearch of ſhallow wit, 
Thy facred lore, unqueſtion'd, I admit: 
© Before the dazzling ſplendor of the Law 


] clofe my view, and bend with trembling awe. - 


Hope, with an air to confidence ally'd, 
Advanc'd—her ſymbol leaning at her ſide : - 
\ 


© The 


L ] 
© The ſea of life do wrecking winds deform ? 
© Borne on a plank, I ſmile amidſt the ſtorm : 


© Still thro? the dark'ning ſhow'rs that intervene, 


© With piercing view I mark the promis'd ſcene, 


© Where, liſt'ning to the ocean's diſtant roar, 


© Delight ſits harbour'd near the fragrant ſhore.” 


Next Charity, with looks that dwelt on high, 


Her ſoul, ecſtatic, beaming from her eye, 


Began 
© ] boaſt no merit, no reward I claim; 


© No fond expectancies I frame, 


© While Heav'n's creative pow'r around me flows, 


The flame of love within my boſam glows ; 
© Rais'd from the nature of a ſenſeleſs clod, 
1 burn with gratitude, and thank my God ! 
© feel, I feel affection's piercing dart—-" 

She paus'd, and laid her hand upon her heart. 


A dove-like form now ſailing from the ſkies, 


Bore in her beak the flow'r-inwoven prize; 


Religion 


19 
Religion reach'd it from the hov'ring dove, 
And twin'd the wreath around the brow of Love. 


Now other actors mute attention claim, 
Whoſe antic geſtures mark d a lighter aim; 
A troop of buſy mutt'ring friars preſs'd 
Around a law-man by the fiend poſſeſt: 
The meagre Exorciſt now plies his part, 
Acts all the wonders of his ſecret art: 
Nor word of magic, pray'r, nor rite avails, 
The whole artillery of the Father fails: 
At length he ſportive cries : © Still uncontroul'd, 
© No pow'r can wreſt fly Satan from his hold; 
© Here end we then this ineffectual ſtrife, 
© A lawyer's boſom is a place for life. 
The bafMed Exorciſt now quits his ground, 
While peals of ſimple laughter burſt around. 


See to the tents the villagers repair, 
The ſolace of the temp'rate feaſt to ſhare ; 
a A gay 


CI 
A gay pavilion, that adorn'd the plain, 
Receiv'd time-honour'd Cas TER and his train: 
*T'was then a maid, whoſe cheek wore beauty's hue, 
(Clad as a pilgrim) ruſh'd upon their view ; 
And ſaid, while at the warrior's feet ſhe fell, 
© This lowly attitude becomes me well ; 
© Nor will I ever raiſe my bluſhing face, 


Till my lov'd father ſhall pronounce my grace. = 


© Loſt AcaTra !' th' aſtoniſhed CES TER cries, 
© Loſt AGaTHa !' each glad'ning gueſt replies. 
© Tell, tell me, fugitive,” the father ſaid, 
© Before my bleſſing on thy ſoul I ſhed, 
© Doſt thou return with all thy bloom of name, 
* And all the wonted fragrance of thy fame ? 
© If, ſoil'd by vice in ſome unhappy hour, 
Thy character has loſt its boaſted flow'r, 
Away, away—far from my ſight retire, 
© Nor dare, raſh girl! to meet thy wrathful ſire.” 

= | With 
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With injur'd look, and bluſh-embelliſh'd check, 
| The beauteous AcATHA began to ſpeak : 
Proud of my anceſtry, our honor'd name 
© Shall ne'er thro' me receive the blaſt of ſhame; 
© Pure as the lily drooping with the dew 


© (Heav'n is my judge) I now approach thy view.” 


© Then with a father's wonted glow I burn, 


© My fond affeCtions all to thee return; 

© Thy look, thy words, thy tears each doubt efface, 
He ſaid and lock'd her in his cloſe embrace. 
At length he urg'd his daughter to recite 

The dark myſterious purport of her flight, 


In act to ſpeak advanc'd the beauteous Fair, 
And drew attention ſtill as midnight air: 


She ſigh'd the roſes on her cheek grew pale, 


While expectation panted for the tale. 
| < Recall,” 
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© Recall,” ſhe ſaid, * that brilliant hour recall, 
When firſt RopoLenvs grac'd the feſtive hall; 
© Adorn'd with valor's wreath, in early fame, 

© In flow'r of youth, in beauty's pride he came ; 

© The bluſh of diffidence was on his brow, 

© When in ſoft voice he ſpoke the ardent vow : | 
© Oh kind, oh generous fire ! thy friendly voice 

* Approv'd the Youth, and ſanctified my choice: 
To his affection as I nearer drew, 


Encreaſing merit open'd on my view: 


© When he diſcours'd (till then to me unknown) 

< I breath'd the ſigh that ſorrow does not own: 

© Regardleſs of the throng when he was by, 

© Still linger'd on his form my love-ſick eye, 

© Still did each moment ſome new charm diſcloſe, 
As brings each gale new fragrance from the roſe. 


Oh tender fire ! thou nam'dſt the nuptial hour, 
And grac'd thy daughter with a regal dow'r : 
2 FIR 


1 
© Ah me! what boots it that I now diſplax 
© The fatal cloud that brooded o'er that day? 


When all my fond expectancies drew near, 
© When love and fortune ſmil'd—joy turn'd aſide, 


And left me, plung'd in woe, misfortune's bride : 


© To the ſwift progreſs of diſeaſe a prey, 

© On death's terrific couch Rodorywvs lay ; 

© As ſorrow-wounded o'er his form J bent, 

© His cloſing voice theſe accents feebly ſent := 

<« The Pow'r above, whoſe will we muſt obey, - 

ee Who tears me now from thee and joy away, 
Late ſaw me at the conſcious altar bow, 

ee And heard theſe lips pronounce the hallow'd vow, | 
« Beneath the banner of the Croſs to ſtand, 
« And ſcourge th” uſurpers of the Holy Land. 

« This unaccompliſh'd vow to thee I leave, 

« With ſtedfaſt ear my parting words receive: | 
Var. II. <a 3 


That day - when hope had chas d each ling ring fear 
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* In the ſmall compaſs of an urn enſhrin'd, | 
te To ſome bold warrior be my heart conſign'd, 
To live with him when his intrepid hand 
ce Shall ſcourge th' uſurpers of the Holy Land.” 
© He ceas'd—his fading eyes now roll'd in vain, 


© Now clos'd—and never gaz'd on me again . 


No bold advent'rovs war-bred youth I ſought, 
© For love inſpired me with a bolder thought: 
© I dropt the robe that deck'd the peaceful maid, 
© And, in the warrior's garb of ſteel array'd, 
© Amidſt the embattled ranks unknown I ſtood 
© Beneath the banner of the holy rood. 
© As in their urn RopoLenvs' aſhes ſlept, 
© 1 bore them to the plain where RachEL wept. 
* It was not unuſual, during the long period of the Cruſades, 
for the knights to make this requeſt upon their death- beds. 
Among other inſtances, ſee particularly one mentioned by 


FROISSART, in his firſt volume, chapter 21, where the king of 
Scotland entreats DovcLas to embalm his heart immediately 


after his deceaſe, in order to carry it with him to the holy war. 


© Peace 


'L 89:2] 
Peace to the ſouls of Archers that were hurl'd 
© In that dread moment to another world ! 
© Fierce from the hands of hoſtile Pagans flung, 
© Dark o'er the field a cloud of jav'lins hung. 
© Still to this mind returns (diſmiſs'd in vain) 
© The thund'ring tumult of the horrid plain. 


wn 


At length our daring men, to valor true, 
© The fiery- treſſed Saracens O erthrew: 
© Still doſt thou aſk what charm, what ſacred pow'r, 
© Upheld my frame in danger's rudeſt hour ? 
© Behold, behold the wonder-working charm *, 
© That calm'd my fear in danger's rude alarm: 
This little tomb, that claſps his better part, 
© Where ſleep the aſhes of his ſpotleſs heart, 
This relic, as it touch'd my conſcious breaſt, 


My fainting foul with energy impreſt. 
1 Taking the urn from her garment. 


C 2 Enough 
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Enough - ſoon as the flag of truce unfurlꝰd 
© Its ſofter color to the Pagan world, 
To England then I urg'd my loneſome way, 
© Cloath'd in this pilgrim garb of amice grey: 
© Still as the tenor of my way I kept, 
© O'er thee, oh Father! fond remembrance wept : 
Oft did I ſay, while tears roll'd down my face 
(And as I ſpoke I moy'd with quicker pace) 
e By Time's devaſting hand deſpoil'd of friends, 
© Unſpous'd, undaughter'd, my lov'd parent bends, 
© Like deſolation, all unfenc'd he ſhews, 
© Expoſed and naked to aſſailing woes. 
© I go, I go his ſorrows to aſſuage, | 
© To ſmooth with filial hand the couch of age: 
© Ply duty's taſk, whoſe labors never tire, 
© Invent young ſports to chear his evening fire; 
© The joy I cannot feel to him impart, 
And brighten with his ſmiles my drooping heart.” 


_ © Forbear, 
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© Forbear, forbear, th' enraptur'd Father cries, 
(While tears of gladneſs glitter in his eyes) 
Oh inſupportable ! oh joyful hour! 
© That burſts upon me in a flood of pow'r,” 
He ceas'd—and to the moat-encircled dome 
In triumph led the beauteous wand'rer. home; 
Where at the caſtle-gate expecting ſtaid 


A num'rous train to greet the welcome maid, 


Mean-while the jocund villagers convene, 

Where the wreath'd may-pole crowns the feſtive 
green; 

The comely maids the gifted riband wear, 
Gay-ſtreaming from the flow'r-encircled hair. 
See with the am'rous youths they now advance, 
Demand the muſic, and provoke the dance; 
Link'd hand in hand they form the mirthful round, 
Obedient to the ſhrill pipe's nimble ſound. 
C 3 Thus 
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Thus on the flowing ſtream of time, the day 
With proſp' rous fails glides rapidly away, 
Till, as the faint beams glimmer from the weſt, 
The curfew tolls the hamlet train to reſt. 


Af 


TO THE 


MEMORY or a YOUNG LADY. 


E. NDO W with all that Fortune could beſtow; 
With brilliancy of wit and beauty's glow, 

Francisca, riſing to her fifteenth year, 

Stood mid the virgin train without a peer: 

Her conſcious boſom throbb'd to virtue warm, 

While diffidence ſtill heighten'd ey'ry charm: 

But Heav'n's decree forbad this beauty's queen 

To act her part thro' beauty's ſhort-liv'd ſcene : 

A gradual illneſs on her figure prey'd, 


And ſlowly, ſlowly ſunk the fading maid : 
C 4 Torn 
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Torn from each wiſh to which her youth aſpir'd, 


Unfearing—uncomplaining—ſhe expir'd : 
Thus ſome faint lily to its mother-ground 
In ſilence falls—while ſpring is blooming round. 
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INSGSGRIFPTI ON 


INTENDED FOR 


AN OLD THATCHED CHURCH- 


AR from the ſplendor of a coſtly fane, 
My low roof canopies the humble train : 
Deep in my vaults, divorc'd from human woes, 
The life-worn weary villagers repoſe : 
When at my altar kneels the hamlet Fair, 
And to her God unveils her boſom'd care! 
Or does the herdfman bend with grief diſtreſt, 
Kind comfort ſteals upon their lighten'd breaſt : 
Here 


1 8 1 


Here too Religion weaves with viewleſs hand, 
For ſpotleſs village hearts, the nuptial band, 
And twines with many a charm the holy braid 


That joins the lab' rer and the nut- brown maid. 


. 


ON 


Lt + 1 


ON THE 


DEATH of Two FavouriTE "TRI 


ads LV” D in flame and ſuffocating breath, 
A hapleſs bird was doom'd to ſudden death; 

'The female, touch'd at his uncommon fate, 

Survey'd the form of her disfigur'd mate; 

With drooping head and ſhiv'ring wings ſhe ſtood 

In all the agony of widowhood ! 

At length, to grief's ſevereſt pow'r a prey, 

She dropt—and ſigh'd her little ſoul away. 


Ye wedded birds, tho' rigid be your doom, 


Yet Anna * watches at your early tomb ; 


* Miſs Ann BEAUCLERK, 


Fox 
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For you her flowing pity burſts reſtraint, 
Your dirge is utter'd in her ſoft complaint, 
Your elegy, without the poet's art, 
Is writ by ſorrow on the pureſt heart. 
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FAELESTIAL ſpring! to Nature's favourites 
giv'n, 

Fed by the dews that bathe the flow'rs of heav n: 
From the pure cryſtal of thy fountain flow 
The tears that trickle o'er another's woe; 
The ſilent drop that calms our own diſtreſs ; 
The guſh of rapture at a friend's ſucceſs ; | 
Thine the ſoft ſhow'rs down beauty's breaſt that ſtea} 
To ſooth the heart-wounds they can never heal : 


Thine too the tears of ecſtacy that roll, 

When genius ruſhes on the raviſh'd ſoul ; 

And thine the hallow'd flood that drowns the eye, 
When warm Religion lifts the thought on high. 


use 
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Mary 
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Mar the 9th, 1779, 


Miss BOYLE's BIRTH DAY. 


H, ſhade of HARRY *, from thy ſeat beſtow 
One tranſient aſpect on this ſcene below: 
This youngeſt flowret of thy bow'r ſurvey, 
Who meekly rears her head to welcome May, 
And looks the lily of the primros'd dale, 
Juſt breaking thro? its green o'ermantling veil. 


Behold the Mother + prompt (with ſkill refin'd) 
To watch the dawning of a Daughter's mind : 


* Sir CHARLES HanBury WiLLiams. 
+ The Honourable Mrs. WALsINXOCHAu. 


With 
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[ 31 ] 
With thoſe clear rays which her bright noon adorn, * 
She ſtreaks and beautifies her pupil's morn : 
Foe to th' enamel'd rules of SrANRHOPRE's art, 
With Nature's ſentiments ſhe feeds the heart ; 
Whoſe ſtrong aſcendant, in due time diſplay'd, 
Shall as a buckler ſhield the tender maid, 
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When, call'd to enter on her fate's career, 


Thro' life's uncertain voyage ſhe ſhall ſteer. 
Methinks I now behold that future day, 
When the light galley ſhall the Fair convey : 
I ſee this artleſs CLzoPATRA glide, 

Hope at her helm, and Virtue at her ſide, 
Firm (as her Father to repel the foe) 


To meet, when Heav'n ordains, th' aſſailing woe. 
Ah! new adventurer on the ſea of life, 
May'ſt thou ne'er meet the waves' inſulting ſtrife ; 
Ne'er may thy bark, amidſt the whirlwind's roar, 
Daſh its young boſom on the bulging ſhore ! 

| May 


1 32 ] ; 
May halcyon ſtillneſs brood along the deep, 
And treach'rous Syrens in ſome cavern ſleep ! 
Allur'd by ſmiling ſkies, may playful gales 
Toy round thy maſt-and flutter in the ſails ! 
Enough—To merriment the hours devote, 
Each accent tune to laughing pleaſure's note. 


For thee, the darling of theſe humble lays, 
Whoſe early merit wakes the voice of praiſe, 
From the bright date of this recorded day 
Thou ſhalt be ſtyled the Little Queen of May ! 
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SOLDIER's FAREWELL, 
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THE EVE OF A BATTLE. 


3 —— : 


1 GHT, expecting the dread morrow, 
Hover'd o'er the martial train, 


1 — 
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Beauteous AL1ce, led by ſorrow, 
Hurried to the ſilent plain : 


© Give the watch- word, the guard utter d 
Loudly from his deſtin'd place ; 
Lo! 'tis I,” fair Al reE mutter d, 
Haſtening to his fond embrace. 
Vol. II. D : © Ever 


- x5 - a O — 4 - 
— — ——— 


, «Se „ 6. 8 
* 2 5 * eve 
4. D—O_ —— vw oats 4 + - a + 2 — 
Y = 
. a WV. 9 
_ 
* * * 


”Y 
N 
p — p — A « - 
— 7 2 —— 2 
* a . — ———— r 1 RS y 
0 ä SID * — = 
unn hu 3333 * 2 
5 . - 
— af . 1 
= - * 
** , -” 's : l I — 


| | l 4] 

} Ever beauteous, faithful ever, 

| Quick the gallant Youth rejoin'd, 

| © Cruel Death can only ſever 

| Hearts in love's ſtrong links entwin d: 


© Soon ſhall we be torn aſunder, 
© Therefore welcome art thou come: 
Till morn wakes the battle's thunder 
© Reſt thee on that broken drum. 


She ſat down, in mind reviewing 
Ills the morning might behold, 
Tears ſtill other tears purfuing, 
Down her cheek in filence roll'd : 


Thoughts to other thoughts ſucceeding 
O'er her mind inceſſant flow; 
She, like Meekneſs, inly-bleeding, 
Broods in ſtillneſs o'er her woe: 
© Wherefore, 


* 


Wo 
© Wherefore, Aliet, doſt thou ponder 
© Evils that are fancy's brood ? 
* Sure our parting might be fonder 
Than beſeems this ſilent mood: 


© Yet continue ſtill to ponder 

© Things thy voice wants pow'r to ſay, 
© Thy dumb grief to me ſeems fonder, 

© Than words deck'd in bright array.” 


She replied (her tears ſtill guſhing) 
© What avails it to be brave? 
Thou, amidſt the battle ruſhing, 
© Here perchance may'ſt meet a grave: 


© Should'ft thou perifh in the action, 
© Where's the peace to footh my care? 
© All my life would be diſtraction, 
* Madnefs, wailing, and deſpair, 
D 2 © Still 


| ( 36 ] 

| t Still thou wert of gentleſt carriage, 
© Still affectionately true, | 

And a lover ſtill in marriage, 

© And a friend and parent too. 


—— — — — — — — 


Cheer thee, cheer thee, beſt of women, 
. © Truſt to the great Pow 'r above; 
© When I ruſh amidſt the foemen, 


© Heav'n may think on her I love : 


© Saving is the Miſer's pleaſure, 

* Spending is the Soldier's thrift ; 
© Take this guinea, all my treaſure, 
Take it—as a parting gift. 


Here end we this mournful meeting, 
© Catch from my lips this fond ſigh; 
© If this be our laſt, laſt greeting, 
© Know, that I was born to die. 


© See! 


19 
© See ! the day- ſpring gilds the ſtreamers 
* Waving o'er the martial train; 
© Now the hoarſe drum wakes the dreamers, 
© Ne'er perchance to dream again: 
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* Hark ! I hear the trumpet's clangor 
© Bid the Britiſh youth excel ; 
© Now, now glows the battle's anger: 


Lovely ALicz, fare thee well! 


D 3 ALBINA, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
» 


The ſubje& of theſe ſtanzas is not founded upon 
a fiction. The young woman was cruelly delu- 
ded by a man who was already married: The 
mock ceremonial of a marriage took place in 
ITALY : She ſoon after returned to EncLanD, 


and going into a ſequeſtered part of the country, 
devoted herſelf to retirement, 
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O LD Genius to my fond demand 
My earneſt bold requeſt beſtow, 
A vivid pencil to this hand, 


Dipt in the brilliant vernal bow : 


How eager would I then engage 
(With faithful and unerring aim) 
To paint on the poetic page 
 Arnina's elegance of frame! 


Her treſſes—dark with auburn hue : 


Her brow ſerene—young Candour's throne : 
Her timid eye—whoſe languid blue 
Sheds charms peculiarly its own. 
Her 
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Her cheek - that wears a lively glow ; 
Not after the freſh morning ſhow'r 


Can IrarLy's rich fummer ſhew, 


On all her banks ſo bright a flow'r, 


Her cherry lp—inviting bliſs, 


Where Love deliciouſly repoſes, 
Accompanied by many a kiſs, 
On fragrant leaves of breathing roſes, 


Yet who can paint her beauteous mind ? 
There Innocence has fix'd her ſeat ; 
There eaſy wit, and taſte refin'd, 
And ſentiment and knowledge meet. 


Love, who oft whelms the Fair in woe, 
Soon robb'd her guileleſs mind of reſt : 

Affection's flame diſſolved the ſnow 
That. lodg'd within her ſpotleſs breaſt, 


L 4843 
As {till the Eaſt the morn- beams ſtreak, - 
And gild the portal of the day, 
So did her morning thought ſtill break 
On the ſame Youth with Ardour's ray : 
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As the laſt glimm'rings of the ſky 
Pauſe on the lake, ere they expire, 
Each night her thought (as clos'd her eye) 
Died on the Youth of her deſire. 


The nuptials eager to profane, 

The bold, unfeeling, treach'rous Youth 
Led the chaſte Maiden to the fane 

With all the mockery of Truth, 


Hypocriſy with downcaft air, 
Profaneneſs with an atheiſt eye, 

And Luft with a malignant leer, 
Remark'd the mock-connubial tie. 


No 
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No ſooner had the Youth prevail'd, 
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Succeſsful in his impious aim, 
He left the drooping Fair aſſail'd 
By Grief, by Infamy, and Shame. 


*T was then the beauteous mourner woo'd, 
Meek Quiet in her lonely ſeat, 

Where Competency watchful ſtrew'd 

Her ſober treaſures at her feet, 


I'll not the little.pathway tell 
That winds to thy ſequeſter'd ſcene ; ' 
Where Virtue loves with thee to dwell, 


Remote—unſeeing and unſeen, 


Where Reſignation takes her ſtand, 
Prompt to perform her friendly part, 
And gathers with a trembling hand 


The fragments of a broken heart, 
ee 


L 
TO THE LAT E 


EARL of CHESTERFIELD. 


Eclin'd beneath thy ſhade, Blackheath ! 
From politics and ſtrife apart; 
His temples twin'd with laurel-wreath 
And Virtue ſmiling at his heart: 


Will Cursrzxrixl p the Muſe allow 
To break upon his ſtill retreat ; 

To view if health ſtill ſmooths his brow, 
And prints his grove with willing feet ? 


"Twas this awak'd the preſent theme, 
And bade it reach thy diſtant ear ; 
Where, if no rays of Genius beam, 


Sincerity at leaſt is there. 
May 


LF. 
May pale Diſcaſe fly far aloof, 
O'er venal domes its flag diſplay ; 
And Health beneath thy peaceful roof 
Add luftre to thy evening ray. 


ff this my ferverit wiſh be crown'd, 

I'll dreſs with flow'rs the godhead's ſhrine !— 
Nor thou with Wiſdom's chaplet bound, 

At any abſent gift repine. 


What tho” thou doſt not grace a throne, 
While ſubjects bend the fupple knee; 
No other king the Muſes own, 
And Science lifts her eye to thee. 


Tho Deafneſs, by a doom ſevere, 


Steals from thy ear the murm ring rill, 
Or Philomel's delightful air; 
E'en deem not this a partial ill. 
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Ah! if anew thine ear was ſtrung, 
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Awake to ey'ry voice around ; 


Thy praiſes, by the many ſung, 
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UPON THE DEATH OY 


MW CARTERET ICK 


1779. 
Hallow'd Cenſer! form'd by magic pow r 


To waft the incenſe of bright Avon's flow'r, 
When fromthe ſtage (great SHaxsPEARE's altar) roll 


Rich clouds of fragrance that entrance the ſoul. 


Thoſe airy forms, by glowing Truth deſign'd, 
Which proudly iſſued from the Poet's mind, 
No longer realiſed by GARRICE 's art, 
Ruſh on the ſcene, and rouſe the throbbing heart : 
* Ambition—prompt to ſeize th' imperial reins, 
Who hoſpitality's pure rite profanes, 
And ſees (as wildly his ſtrain'd eye-balls glare) 
The fatal dagger trav ling thro” the air: 


» MACBETH. 


a 


[491] 
* Aﬀection—who, half-daring, half-diſmay'd,, 
Purſues with anxious ſteps a Father's ſhade : 
As th' awful form ſtalks ſullenly along, 
Dread Expectation chills the circling throng ; 


F Proud Cruelty—beſide a languid lamp, 
Who mid the ſtillneſs of the llumb' ring camp, 
Amid the terrors of the loneſome night, 

Sits deeply muſing on the morrow's fight: 

Till worn with thought, with many a care oppreſt, 
He drops the world, and wearies into reſt: 

In vain—Remorſe now bids her ſerpents roll 

In horrid volumes round his tortur'd ſoul, 


+ Old-age—who baniſh'd from his native throne, 
Forc'd from the door ſo lately call'd his own, 
Stands muttering to the foul and midnight air 
(In beggar'd robes) the accents of Neſpair : 


* HamLET, + RicHaRD the Third, ft Lean, 
Vol, II. E Um evxerenc'd, 


L 50 J 
Unreverenc'd, ſhunn'd, rejected, and 1 | 
Stung at the mockery of an impious child, 
And while the big tears trickle from his eyes, 
I gave you all, the generous Father cries, 
Let the fierce ſpirit of the tempeſt ſhed 
The raging torrent on this boary bead ; 
The worſt is paſt, let the loud thunder burſt, 
The drooping Sire is by a Daughter curſt. 


Theſe were the ſcenes late held to BziTain's view, 
On which ſhe gaz'd with tranſport ever new: 
Endearing ſcenes! Ah! never to return, 

While Genius ſorrows o'er a Gazick's urn, 
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ON THE 
AUTHOR OF THE BALLAD 


CALLED 


THE CHILDREN IN THE WOOD. 


ET others praiſe the martial ſong, 
Which ruſhes as a flood, 


And round the harp attentive throng 
That honours deeds of blood: 


Let me that humble Bard revere, 
Tho' artleſs be his theme, 
Who ſnatch'd the tale to Pity dear, 
From dark Obliyion's ſtream, 
E 2 Say, 
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Say, little MARY “, prattling maid, 
(Whoſe wit thine age excels) 

Beneath what holy yew-tree's ſhade 
Thy favourite author dwells ? 


Ah! not on WzsTMinsTER's proud ground 
The fond enquiry waſte; 
Go where the meek of heart are found, 


And th' unambitious reſt, 


Where WaLTon's limpid ſtreamlet flows, 
On NorFoLK's rich domain, 

A gently-riſing hillock ſhews 
The hamlet's ſtraw-roof'd fane. 


* The daughter of Sir Tnou As BzaUCHamP, of LAx o- 


LEY PARK, in NORFOLK. 
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Hard by is ſeen a marble ſtone, 
By many a winter worn; 
Forgetfulneſs around has thrown 


The rude o'ermantling thorn : 


Within this low obſcure abode 
Fame ſays the Bard is laid; 

Oft have I left the beaten road 
To greet the Poet's ſhade : 


Fame too reports, that when the bier 
Receiv'd the Poet's frame, 

The neighb'ring hamlets haſten'd here, 
And all the childhood came : 


Attir'd in white, an infant band 
Advanc'd in long array ; | 
With roſemary leaves each little hand 
O'erſpread the mournful way : 
E 3 Encircling 
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Encircling now the Poet's tomb, 
Thrice on his name they call, 


And thrice into the hallow'd gloom 


Sweet ſhow'rs of violets fall. 


Compaſſion's prieſt ! oh! feeling Bard, 
Who melts the heart away, 
Enduring praiſe ſhall ſtill reward 
Thy ſhort and ſimple lay. 


Thoſe ſhall thy praiſe be found among 
Whom Nature's touch has grac'd, 
The warm of heart applaud thy ſong, 

And all the pure of taſte : 


The child ſhall leave his jocund dance, 
Suppreſs his frolic mood, 
And bend to hear, in ſilent trance, 
The ftory of the wood. 


ce 
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TO 


LADY CATHARINE MURRAY, 


DURING HER RECOVERY FROM AN ILLNESS, OCCA- 
SIONED BY HER CLOATHS CATCHING FIRE, 


1781. 
With a green and yellow 
Melancholy ſhe ſat, like Patience on 
A monument, ſmiling at grief. SHAKESPEAR. 


AD our great tragic Bard (whoſe maſter-hand 
The patient VioLa's ſweet portrait plann'd) 
Beheld fair CaTHaRiINE to pain conſign'd, 
Yet tow'ring o'er her fate with ſtrength of mind, 
In other colours he had then diſplay'd 
The pleaſing image of his patient maid ! 


Not with dim tints of yellow and of green 
Would he have ſicklied o'er the ſufferer's mien: 
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1 1 
But in a ſhading cap that veils the face, 
Half. ſtealing from the ſight each ſoften'd grace, 
He would have pictur'd to the ſtedfaſt view 


A cheek a little pal'd with languor's hue ; 


An eye, that, beaming with the rays of ſenſe, 
Speaks to the ſoul an artleſs eloquence, 

And ſeems a look of gratitude to throw 
On thoſe whoſe feelings ſhare the ſufferer's woe : 
And laſt her lips (whoſe bluſhes well diſplay | 
The glowing colour of the ruby's ray) 

Where Patience dwells, refuſing to complain, 
With Reſignation “ that can ſmile at pain! 


This accompliſhed young lady was married, in 1782, to the 


Honourable EuwaRD BouveRr1zs, and died in 1783. 


N 


11 
THE 
LOVER's DYING REQUEST. 


Theſe lines are a feeble imitation of ſome beautiful 
verſes written in the Swepisn language by the 


Courx pz Cxzurz, late Miniſter at Srock- 
HoLM. 


E AR me, ye friends, when ebbing life is o'er, 
When this grief-wounded heart ſhall bleed no 


more, « 


Bear me to yonder wood's ſequeſter'd gloom, 
To ſleep unknown, unmark'd by any tomb 
To ſleep where willows crown the water's ſide, 
Whoſe gentle ſurges murmuringly glide !|— 
There Ax x A, far remote from human ſight, 
Oft penſive ſits and woos th' approaching night: 
Haſte ! from thy cloud, oh Cynthia, burſt away, 
'The pleaſing ſhadow of her form diſplay : 

Let 
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Let the ſoft texture of her length ning ſhade 
Repoſe along the ſpot where mine is laid: 

Were thus her preſence to my wiſhes giv'n, 

Death would rejoice, my grave would then be heav 'n. 


HR 


1 


TO 
A E 
WHO LAMENTED SHE COULD NOT SING, 


H ! give to Lyp1a, ye bleſt Pow'rs, I cried, 
A voice!” the only gift ye have denied. 
© A voice! ſays Venus, with a laughing air, 
A voice! ſtrange object of a Lover's pray'r! 
© Say—ſhall your choſen Fair reſemble moſt 
© Yon Philomel, whoſe voice is all her boaſt ? 
© Or, curtain'd round with leaves, yon mournful Dove, 
© That hoarſely murmurs to the conſcious grove 2? 
— Still more unlike, I ſaid, be Lyp1a's note 
The pleaſing tone of Philomela's throat, 
So to the hoarſeneſs of the murm'ring Dove, 
She joins ('tis all I aſk) the Turtle's love. 
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A SONNET to the Book “. 


«A H go! beyond thy kindred copies bleſt, 


Go meet thy happineſs—be IERsEx's gueſt ; 
She, ſkill'd to judge, thy humble themes receives, 
Her graceful hand ſhall touch thy trembling leaves: 


Her eyes, the boaſt and envy of the age, 
Shall ſhed their pleaſing luſtre o'er thy page : 


And while ſhe reads, thy conſcious form ſhall feel 


The breath of ſpring from lips celeſtial ſteal. 


® Theſe lines were ſent to Lady IE RSE, with a former edi- 
tion of theſe poems. 


| 


FEBRUARY 


LW] 


FEBRUARY 4th, 1783. 


E radiant Fair! ye HERxES of the day, 
Who heedleſs laugh your little hour away ! 
Let Caution be your guide, when next ye ſport 
Within the precincts of the ſplendid court: 
Th' event of yeſterday * for prudence calls, 
"Tis dangerous treading when MIxERvA falls. 


* Alluding to Mxs. MonTacvu's fall, the preceding day, as 
ſhe was going down the ſtairs at ST. Jamss's, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The Scene of the following little Poem is ſuppoſed 
to be in the great church of St. Ampross at 
Mir an, the ſecond of November, on which day 
the moſt ſolemn office is performed for the repoſe 
of the Dead. 
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6 E hallow'd bells, whoſe voices thro? the ait 
＋ The awful ſummons of affliction bear : | 

© Ye ſlowly-waving banners of the dead, 

That o'er yon altar your dark horrors ſpread : 


© Ye curtain'd lamps, whoſe mitigated ray 

© Caſts round the fane a pale, reluctant day: 
© Ye walls, ye ſhrines, by Melancholy dreſt, 
© Well do ye ſuit the faſhion of my breaſt ! 

© Have I not loſt what language can't-unfold, 


© The form of valour caſt in beauty's mould? 
woe” intrepid Youth the path of battle tried, 
© And foremoſt in the hour of peril died. 


Nor was I preſent to bewail his fate, 


* With pity's lenient voice to ſooth his ſtate, 
Vol. II. F 
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© To watch his looks, to read, while death ſtood by, 
The laſt expreſſion of his parting eye. 


© But other duties, other cares impend, 
© Cares that beyond the mournful grave extend: 
© Now, now I view conven'd the pious train, 
© Whoſe boſom ſorrows at another's pain, 
While recollection, pleaſingly ſevere, 
© Wakes for the awful dead the ſilent tear, 
© And pictures (as to each her ſway extends) 
The ſacred forms of lovers, parents, friends. 
© Now Charity a fiery ſeraph ſtands 
© Beſide yon altar with uplifted hands, 


© Yet, can this high ſolemnity of grief 
© Yield to the Youth I love the wiſh'd relief? 
© Theſe rites of death ahl what can they avail ? 
© Hoxokivs died beyond the hallow'd pale. 


8 Plung'd 


L WJ 
© Plung'd in the gulph of fear—diftreſsful ſtate l 
My anxious mind dares not enquire his fate: 
© Yet why deſpond? could one flight error roll 
© A flood of poiſon o'er the healthful ſoul? 
© Had not thy virtues full ſufficing pow'r 
© To clear thee in the dread recording hour ? 
© Did they before the Judge abaſh'd remain ? 
Did they, weak advocates, all plead in vain? 
© By love, by piety, by reaſon taught, 
© My ſoul revolts at the blaſpheming thought: 
© Sure, in the breaſt to pure religion true, 
© Where-Virtue's templed, God is templed too. 


Then, while th' auguſt proceſſion moves along, 
© 'Midſt ſwelling organs, and the pomp of fong ; 
© While the dread chaunt, ſtill true to Nature's laws, 
© Is deepen'd by the terror-breathing pauſe ; 
While midſt encircling clouds of incenſe loſt 
© The trembling prieſt upholds the /acred hoft ; 
F 2 Amid 


ö 
Amid theſe ſcenes ſhall I forget my ſuit? 
© Amid theſe ſcenes ſhall I alone be mute ? 
Nor to the footſteps of the throne above 


© Breathe the warm requiem to the Youth I love ? 


Nov ſilence reigns along the gloomy fane, 
© And wraps in dread repoſe the pauſing ſtrain : 
© When next it burſts, my humble voice I'll join, | 
© Diſcloſe my trembling wiſh at Mercy's ſhrine, 
© Unveil my anguiſh to the throne above, 
And ſigh the requiem to the Youth I love. 


Does Fancy mock me with a falſe delight, 
Or does ſome hallow'd viſion cheer my fight ? 
« Methinks, emerging from the gloom below, 
e Th immortal ſpirits leave the houſe of woe! 
© Inſhrin'd in Glory's beams they reach the ſky, 
© While choral ſongs of triumph burſt from high ! 


Zee, 


3.2. inn 
© See, at the voice of my accorded pray'r, ; 1 
The radiant Youth aſcend the fields of air ! | 14 
© Behold !—he mounts unutterably bright, ü 141. 
« Cloath'd in the ſun-robe of unfading light! | 
« Applauding ſeraphs hail him on his way, [ 108 


© And lead him to the gates of everlaſting day,” 
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RUINS or an ABBEY, 


F 4 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The following ſtanzas (taken from a poem that is 

omitted) are inſerted in this edition at the flatter- 
ing injunction of ſome poetical judges : I was the 
more willing to obey their commands, as the lines, 
tho extracted from a longer compoſition, form a 
kind of integrity in themſelves. 


L 


T. HR 


RUINS os AR ABBEY, 


HE path that leads to yonder ſhatter'd pile, 


Is now perplex'd with many a ſordid brier: 1.4% 
No crowd is ſeen within the hallow'd iſle, 1 


The ſabbath mourns its long-deſerted quire. | 
; 


Still may it mourn, to dim neglect conſign'd, 
The loneſome iſles and unfrequented fane ! 
Here Superſtition, tyrant of the mind, 
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In elder days diſplay'd her iron reign. 


L N 
On yon duſt-levell'd ſpire the ſpleenful Maid, | 
With indignation brooding in her breaſt, 1 
Sits gloomily—her vot'ries all are fled, | | 1 
| 1 


Her lamps extinguiſh'd, and her rites ſuppreſs'd. 
Within 


( 74 J 
Within her hand a vacant ſtring ſhe holds, 
That once connected many a myſtic bead; 
The blotted ſcroll, the other hand unfolds, 
Contains the maxims of her lighted creed, 


Couch'd at her feet behold a mould'ring ſhrine, 
(Of various relics once the dread abode) 
Where runs the ſpider o'er his treach'rous line, 
Where lurks the beetle and the loathſome toad. 


On darkneſs wing now ſails the midnight hour, 
When, for the ſounds of ill- directed pray'r o, 
The ſhrieking owl from yon monaſtic tow'r 
With notes of horror wakes her trembling ear. 


* Alluding to the invocation of ſaints, 
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ON 


JAMES ROBSO N, 


WHO DIED IN THE TWENTIETH YEAR OF HIS AGE, 
BY A FALL FROM HIS HORSE, 


O mark the hapleſs Youth's diſaſtrous doom, 
The ſorrow-wedded Father rears the tomb, 
On which a Mother wiſhes to expreſs 
The mingled pride that ſwells with her diſtreſs : 
For he was all Affection could deſire, 
All Duty aſk'd, all Friendſhip could require: 
Simplicity was his, with ſtrength of mind, 
With ev'ry milder influence combin'd ; 
While Virtue, eager to complete the whole, 


Diffus'd her magic colour o'er the ſoul ! 
„„ 


A SONG. 
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LL 3. & Þ  Q*. 


17 ARE, wake the gently- plaintive ſtring 


To ſooth ELIZA's care ! 


Draw from her wound th' invenom'd ſting, 


Vet leave meek Sorrow there. 


* Theſe words are retained, in conſideration of the honour 
they have obtained, by having been ſet to muſic by the BAR OA 
NoLEKXEN, the Swediſh Ambaſſador; Mr. MzL11sn ; and Mr. 
Apa, organiſt, 


THE 


PROGRESS 


18 4 


OF THE 


SCANDINAVIAN POETRY 


IN TWO PARTS, 


TO THE HONOURABLE 


HORACE WALPOLE. 


DEAR SIR, 


AM ambitious of inſcribing this Poem to 
you, as a ſmall return for the warm com- 
mendation you beſtowed upon it, when the 
Poem was firſt publiſhed. This alſo gives me 
an opportunity, which I readily embrace, of 
paying a public teſtimony to the exalted re- 


gard with which I remain, 


Your faithful um Gorman, 


EDWARD JERNINGHAM. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


T H E materials that form the firſt part of the 
following Poem are taken from the Scandinavian 

poetics, The Epp A] In the remarks on the third 
fable of the Edda, are theſe words, a powerful 
© Being had with his breath animated the drops out 
© of which the firſt giant was formed. This Being, 
© whom the Edda affects not to name, was entirely 
* diſtin&t from Odin, who had his birth long after 
© the formation of the giant Ymir,'—This firſt 
agent, or Genius, whom the Edda affects not 
to name, is ſuppoſed, in the following Poem, to 
create, from his own immediate power, the ſyſtem 
of the Scaldic mythology. As it would have been 
impoſſible to introduce the whole ſvſtem without 
Vol. II. 6 running 


82 ADVERTISEMENT. 


running into a tedious enumeration, the principal 
features of it are only retained, ſufficient (it is pre- 
ſumed) to give ſome idea of the character of the 


northern poetry. Among other omiſſions, the 
reader will find that no mention is made of Gimlẽ, 


the manſion of bliſs, that was appropriated to the 

reception of the virtuous, nor of Naftrande, the 

abode of the impious ; theſe places not being ſup- 

poſed to exiſt in their full extent till the general 
deſtruction of the world; whereas the hall of Odin, 
and the cayes of Hela, were peculiarly the Ely- 

ſium, and the Tartarus of the Runic poetry: they 
are perpetually referred to in the ancient ſongs of 

the Scalds, and the wild ſyſtem of theſe contraſted 
abodes ſeems well calculated to encourage that 
ſpirit of war and enterprize which runs through the 
whole Scandinavian minſtrelſy. 


Some expreſſions taken from the Edda may ap- 
pear obſcure without an explanation.—In the lan- 


Suage 
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puage of the Scalds, the world is ſtiled the great 
veſſel that Roats on the ages — The rainbow, the 
bridge of the gods.—To drink the blood of friend- 
ſhip, alludes to a ceremony performed by two war- 
riors when they enter into an alliance of friendſhip : 
they made inciſions in their arms or breaſt, and 
taſting each other's blood, they mutually ſwore, 
that the death of the firſt of them who fell in battle 
ſhould not paſs unrevenged. 


To celebrate the maſs of weapons, was to fight 
againſt the Chriſtians, whoſe religious ſentiments 
the Scandinavians held in contempt, as thinking 


them adverſe to the ſpirit of war. 


— 


The Valkeries are a female troop whom Odin 
ſends to the field of battle upon inviſible ſteeds; 
their function is to chooſe ſuch as are deſtined to 


G 2 ſlaughter, 


34 ADVERTISEMENT, 


laughter, and conduct their ſpirits to the Paradiſe 
of the Brave. 


Fenris is a large wolf, who is to break his 


chains at the general conflagration, and to ſwallow 
the ſun. 


« 1 


PART 2a PNF. 


HEN urg'd by Deſtiny th eventful year 
Sail'd thro' the portal of the northern ſphere, 
Of ScanvDiyavia the rude Genius roſe, 
His breaſt deep-lab'ring with creation's throes : 
Thrice o'er his head a pow'rful wand he whirl'd, 
Then call'd to life a new Poetic world. 


Firſt thro' the yawning wayes that roar'd around, 
Upriſing flow from out the gulph profound, 
Amidft the fury of the beating ſtorm 
The giant YM1R heav'd his horrid form, 


G 3 | Now 


ay — 
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Now on the ſtormy cloud the rainbow glows , 
Where gay Diverſity her colouring throws. 
Beyond the fun the Pow'r now caſt his eyes, 
And bad the ſplendid city Aso AR; riſe; 
Obedient to the loud creative call 
She riſes, circled with a cryſtal wall, 
Her fapphire manſions crewn'd with opal tow'rs, 
O'er which the Pow'r a flood of radiance ſhow'rs, 


Now a more daring taſk the Genius plann'd, 
He ſeiz'd the rapid hghtning in his hand, 
And as around the broken rays he flung, 
From the fall'n ſpires the gods of As ARD fprung. 


See the dread Aſh exalt its lofty head, 

And o'er a wide extent its umbrage ſhed : 
There twelve of As6azD's gods in cloſe divan 
Sit in ſtrict judgment on the deeds of man: 


Amidſt 


CO 
Amidſt the waving boughs enthron'd on high 
An eagle ſends around his watchful eye. 


Three virgin forms in ſnowy veſts array'd 
Stand in the deep receſſes of the ſhade, 
The rich endowments of whoſe radiant mind 
Are by the Pow'r to different acts conſign'd. 
He gives to thee, ſage UR DA, to reſtore 
The ſplendid deeds of times that are no more, 
And (faithful as the echo to the ſound) 
Repeat tranſactions that were once renown'd. 


Clear to thy view, VERNANnD1, are unfurl'd 
The various ſcenes that fill the extenſive world. 
To thee, O SkuLDa, the dread pow'r is giv'n, 
To read the counſels in the breaſt of heav'n ; 
With daring forecaſt pierce th' abyſs of time, 
And (utt'ring firſt ſome ſtrange myſterious rhyme) 
Proclaim which babe, when rear'd to warlike form, 
Shall o'er his country roll deſtruction's ſtorm ; 
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And which, directed to a better fate, 
Shall riſe the pride and pillar of the ſtate. 


Next, at the awful Pow'r's commanding call, 
Aroſe to view great Opin's feſtive hall ! 
Engrav'd with ſun-beams on the cryſtal gate 
Appear d—— 


Here they reſide in ſplendid ſtate, 
Who, as they ſlept in death, reclin'd their head 
On valour”s bier, the battle's rugged bed, 
Who to the Bliſs th' intrepid claim afpir'd, 
Who welcom d pain, and with a ſmile expir d. 


Now as the Genius waves his hallow'd hand 
The Valkeries appear, a female band, 
Prompt to the ſtorm of lances to repair, 


On viewleſs ſteeds to foous the fields of air, 


Mark 


89 J 
Mark as they hover o'er the crowded plain 
The choſen chiefs, the death-devoted train. 


The Pow'r now form'd the coward's dwelling-place, 
The ſeat of pain, and manſion of diſgrace : 
Deep under earth he fix'd the drear abode, 
Thro' which the rueful ſtream of anguiſh flow'd ; 
Loud roar the ſurges thro' the gulph profound, 
While cavern'd echoes murmur back the ſound, 
Cloſe at the gate ſat Death's terrific maid, 
Her meagre form in ſable weeds array d; 
A wreath of living ſnakes entwine her head, 
And thus with ſhrilling voice the ſpectre ſaid : 
© Haſte to my caves, ye impotent of heart, 
Who meanly ſhrink from valour's daring part, 
© Ye too, who ling'ring on with feeble breath, 
© Crept thro the languor of old age to death. 


See on the horrid battle's bleeding plain 
The raven- brood rejoicing o'er the ſlain! 


4 


Yet 
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Vet then in vain they gorge the grateful food, 
Death ſmites them at the dire repaſt of blood; 
When lo! their pinions to the wond' ring view 
Combining, into one vaſt texture grew; 

The gory heads conjoin'd in one dread fold, 
Around the frame a griſly margin roll'd : 

Now ſelf-upborn the ſable banner flings 

Bold to the wind its wide-expanding wings ; 
Exalt, the Genius cries, thy plumes on high, 
Wave thy dark ſignal to the warrior's eye ; 
Th' intrepid Youth beneath thy magic ſhade 
Thro' ſlaughter'd heaps to victory ſhall wade “. 


Now from a rock on which the Genius ſtood, 
He mark'd below a ſlowly-waving wood, 


Then rais'd his awful voice——*Hail, hallow'd gloom, 


(Where Thought is rear'd and Fancy decks her plume) 


* Tho' the Raven-banner is not mentioned in the Edda, it 


is of great antiquity ; it was ſuppoſed to be endued with ſome 
magical power, and to inſure ſucceſs. 


Who 


1 
© Who hold'ſt within thy vaſt ſequeſter'd bow'r 
A numerous train, that wait the rip'ning hour: 
© Reſign thy charge, yield to demanding time, 
© The living fathers of the Runic rhyme.” 
Swift at his word the ancient fire ſurvey'd, 


Tumultuous ruſhing from the ſolemn ſhade, 
Arm'd with the pow'rful harp, an ardent throng, 
The mighty founders of the northern ſong. 

Twas then the Pow'r reſum'd—* Ye choſen band, 
© At Nature's furnace take your faithful ſtand ; 

© There forge the verſe amidſt the fierceſt glow, 
And thence the thunderbolts of Genius throw; 
Rouſe, rouſe the tyrant from his flatt ring dream, 
Full at his vices wield the daring theme, 

© Till o'er his cheek ſhall flaſh intruding ſhame, 

© That bluſhing dawn of Virtue's riſing flame. 


© Now on the boſom of the liſt ning Youth 
© Impreſs, engrave the ſacred form of Truth ; 
Bid 
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© Bid them, as varying life unfolds to view, 

© Be ſtill thro? all her ſcenes to honor true; 

© True to the man on Friendſhip's liſt enroll'd, 

© Th entruſted ſecret of his ſoul untold : 

© Woe to that Chief, and blaſted be his fame, 

* Whoſe mean ſoul chills affection's holy flame 

© Forgetting that he once, with zeal impreſs'd, 

* Drank the pure drops that flow'd from friendſhip's 
© breaſt, 


© Now to the realm, ye hallow'd bards, impart 
© This truth, and touch with joy the human heart, 
© In man's too tranſient, periſhable frame 
A glowing unabating fire proclaim, 
© Which as that frame lies mould'ring into clay, 


© Shall thro? th' encircling ruin burſt its way: 


Thus when a torrent of impetuous rain 
* Drowns the low neſt that truſted to the plain; 


[3 


High ſoars the bird beyond Deſtrudtion's flow, 
© And owns no kindred with the wreck below. 


© Now o'er ſome ſtately tomb's dim entrance bend, 
And from the daring harp unerring ſend 
© (As from the ſounding bow with vigour ſped) 
© The darts of harmony that wake the dead. 
© —Be too of prophecy the dreadful lords, 
© And ſtrike the ſolemn, deep, myſterious chords ; 
© Skill'd to reveal futurity's dark laws, 
© Inforce the ſong with many an awful pauſe, 
© In ſounds that terrify the ſoul diſcloſe 
© (Veil'd in the womb of time) deſtructive woes: 
© Say whirlwinds ſhall provoke the roaring main, 

© Say ſtars ſhall drop like glitt'ring gems of rain: 
Say Fenris, burſting from his time-worn chains, 
© Shall bear wild horror thro' the Runic plains ; 
© Doom'd while the courſe of havoc he ſhall run, 
© With jaws outſtretch'd to rend the falling ſun. 


© Say 
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Say the gigantic ſhip, the floating world, 

© Shall, on the iron rock of ruin hurl'd, 

© Sink—like a dream that ruſhing from the mind, 

Leaves not a glimm'ring of its pomp behind. 

| © Ye bold Enthuſiaſts, join the warlike train, 

© When true to fame they ſeek the hoſtile plain; 

© Bid the loud harp delight the valiant throng, 

© And add the forceful eloquence of ſong. 

© Thinn'd of his numbers, mark the ſtruggling Chief 

© Encircled cloſe, and ſever'd from relief: 

© Now ſtrike the cheering harp—'tis heard no more, 

© Loſt in the conflicts wild encreaſing roar. 

© Yet ſtrike again, yet ſtrike the note profound, 

« ] to the Chief will waft iki inſpiring ſound ; 

Till thro' the preſſure of the battle's ſtorm, 

© He o'er the ſlain a rugged path ſhall form. 

© Thus on the main when frozen fragments fail, 

© And with huge mounds oppoſe the giant whale ; 
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The ocean's lord, enrag'd at the delay, 
© Thro' ſtubborn craſhing ice-rocks burſts his way. 


© Now round ſome death-ſtruck Chief in ſilence 
* throng, 
© While thus he breathes his own hiſtoric ſong :— 
To gaſh'd with wounds, unwounded is my fame, 
In the war's field I chac'd the flying game; 
Wrapt in the jealous veil of ling ring night, 
Did we not chide the time's reluctant flight ? 
Did not our voices hail the morning ray, 
Shouting the matins of th' important day? 
When foreign ftreamers glitter'd to our view, 
How fwift our weapons from the ſcabbards flew ! 
Twas joy to ſee the riven helmets fly, 
Twas joy to ſwell confuſion's thund'ring cry, 
Twas joy to fee (extending all around) 
The hoſtile banners ſpread the lowly ground ; 
Methought 
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Methought the Daniſh field thus mantled ver, 


Heav'd conſcious of the gorgeous robe it wore. 


Thus as the Chief ſhall mitigate his pain “, 


With choral voice relieve the pauſing ſtrain : 


© Now, now again your ſoothing tones ſuſpend, 
© And o'er the dying Chief attentive bend. 
Ruſh'd we not forth, at valour's daring call, 

To cruſh the forces of the Chriſtian Gaul ? 
Ruſh'd we not forth in terrible attire, 

To celebrate the maſs of war a length'ning quire ? 
Our glitt ring ſwords, impatient of the fight, 
Were the dread relics that adorn'd the rite. 
But agony returns — my fading breath 

Denies expreſſion to the ſong of death, 

Farewell—ye battle-fiſters hover nigh, 

Receive your prize—and waft my ſoul on high. 


See the notes the Reverend Mr. JounsTroxE has added to 


| his tranſlation of the death-ſong of Lopzroc, 


© Now 
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© Now ere he ſinks beneath the blow of fate, 

© Reveal the honours of his future ſtate ; | - 
© Where to his wond'ring viſion ſhall expand, 

© Adorn'd with heroes, a refulgent land. 


© Ye glowing maſters of the Scaldic ſong *, 
© Still other pow'rful gifts to you belong: 
© The lofty pine that meets the mountain gale, 
© Th expanding oak that crowns the lowly vale, 
© Shall as your fingers touch the furrow'd rind, 
© Diſplay the treaſures of the muſing mind: 
© There by the yoice of whiſp'ring nature call'd, 
© In future times ſhall ſtand the youthful ScaLp, 
There ſhall he meditate the Runic ſtore, 
There woo the ſcience of the tuneful lore ; 


* In the firſt rude ages rocks and trees ſupplied the materials 
for writing, and on them were inſcribed the rudiments of that 
art: the trees thus marked were held in veneration, and were 
even believed to incloſe ſome ſupernatural agent. 
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© There view the tree with ſpeechleſs wonder fraught 
© Whoſe womb myſterious bears the Poet's thought; 
© There (from the buſy world's inceſſant din) 
_ © Inhale the breathings of the Pow'r within. 


© Enough—the pow'r I now beſtow enjoy, 
In Virtue's cauſe the forceful harp employ : 
© Go forth, ye glorious conquerors of the mind, 
© Achieve the hallow'd taſk to you aſſign'd : 
* Applaud the valiant, and the baſe controul, 
© Diſturb, exalt, enchant the human ſoul.” 


Thus to his minſtrels ſpoke the awful Pow r — 

The conſcious Scalps avow th' inſpiring hour; 

And now dividing into many a band, 

Strew their wild poetry o'er all the land : 

80 while deſcending with reſiſtleſs ride, | 

The ſnow-flood hurries down the mountain's ſide, 
The 
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The fun, bright ſailing'midſt his ardent beams, 
Melts the rude hayoc into various ſtreams ; 
Which ruſhing thro? the naked vales below, 


Rouſe vegetation as they roughly flow ; 


Till a new ſcene o'erfpreads the teeming earth, 
And ſmiling Nature hails the fummer's birth. 


THE END OF THE FIRST PART. 


PART | 


| 


PART Tus SECOND. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The temple of Ups Al was deſtroyed by In oo, 107 5— 
a Chriſtian cathedral was erected on its ruins four- 
ſcore years after. At the introduction of Chriſti- 
anity, the interpoſition of angels and the appear- 
ance of ghoſts grew familiar to the SCANDINAVIAN 
poetry, which was afterwards enriched by allego- 
ries, and by the acceſſion of new images, which 
flowed to it through various channels, particu- 


larly from the Eaſt. See RICHARDSON s Diſferta- 
ton, 


When colleges were founded, and the general 
attention was directed to claſſical learning, the 
wild conceptions of the Scaldic minſtrels gradually 


fell into diſuſe. — This ſhort Analyſis contains 
the ſubject of the following pages. 
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PART Tux SECOND. 


HE gaudy dome to Pagan worſhip known, 
By Inco's zealous hand at length o'erthrown ; 


O'er the long-reaching ruins ſtill rever'd, 

The Gothic pile its form majeſtic rear'd. 

The fretted columns of ambitious height, 

And bulk enormous, fix th' aſtoniſh'd ſight ; 

And as they boldly riſe on either hand, 

Like kindred giants in dread phalanx ſtand : 
While thro' the ifles that ſtretch a length'ning way, 
The umber'd windows ſhed terrific day. 


H 4 Amid | | 
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Amidſt the wonders of the new abode, 
The burſting organ ſeem'd itſelf a god ! 
Diffuſing its magnificence of ſound, 
And ſending to the ſoul its note profound, 


Th' admiring numbers next the altar view'd, 
Crown'd with the image of the holy Rood, 
Diſplaying the ſublime awards of Heav'n, 

A bleeding Deity—a world forgiv'n.— 

The awe-ſtruck Bards ſtood bound as with a ſpell, 
While from their graſp the chill'd harp lifeleſs fell: 
The lowly valley, and the hill ſublime, 

Echoed no more the battle-breathing rhyme. 
Thus an eclipſe by terror's hand imbrown'd, 
Wrapt in concealment the poetic ground ; 

But time at length the hoy'ring veil withdrew, 
When all the gorgeous ſcenery burſt to view. 

The Genius joy'd to ſee his ancient ſtore 
Enrich'd with many a form unknown before. 


'The 
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The clouds recede, while op ning ſkies diſplay - 
Th' angelic hierarchy in proud array: 
Rank riſing above rank in order due, 
The ſplendid conſiſtory meets his view. 


0 


Now ſpirits of another form appear, 
And from the yawning graves their ſhadows rear 
Here glides a ghaſtly ſhade, intent to ſhed 
A ſcene of terror round the murd'rer's bed; 
There midſt the folemn ſilence of the night, 
Beneath the half-veil'd moon's reluctant light, 
The ſhade of buried DENMARK ſtalks along, 
Fraught with his woes, indignant of his wrong. 


See, from yon infant's tomb, aſcend to ſight 
A little form attir d in pureſt white: 
She meets the mother bending o'er the tomb, 
And wailing her lov'd girl's untimely doom. 
: « Hait 
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© Hail to thy grief! the gentle viſion cries, 
© Hail to thoſe tears that trickle from thine eyes: 
© Too feeling parent, mitigate thy pain, 
© Nor waſte thy life beneath this gloomy fane : 
© Ah know, thy child with angels ſoars on high, 
© In the bright manſions of the upper ſky, 
© And deck'd with wings that glitter to the ray, 
© Plays on the ſun-beams of eternal day : 
© Paſs a few years, to Heav'n's dread will reſign'd, 
© And thou ſhalt leave all forrow far behind ; 
© The bliſs I now enjoy thou ſhalt obtain, 


And cen Maria ſhall be thine again.” 


At length, o'erſpreading the poetic land, 
Advanc'd the various allegoric band: 
Firſt on a flow'r-clad hill ſublimely high, 
Whoſe brow aſpiring ruſh'd into the ſky, 
Hope with a cheering aſpect took her ſtand, * 
A radiant pencil glitt'ring in her hand, 


With 
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With this ſhe colours the dark clouds that low'r; ; 


And threaten man with rude misfortune's ſhow'r, 


Then Celibacy came, in cloiſters bred, 
A ſluggiſh, ſhard-born form, with duſt o'erſpread ; 
Dead to the bliſs that ſocial life beſtows, 
Dead to the bliſs that from affection flows, 
Dead to the blandiſhments of female pow'r, 
He ſchools the prieſthood in his iron bow'r. 


Then Grace the Hxx of the Chriſtian ſky, 
With ſmiling lip and comfort-beaming eye ! 
Th' angelic numbers from their thrones above 
Stoop'd to behold this object of their love: 
Thus the full hoſt of ftars in cloudleſs night 
Gaze on the earth from their etherial height. 


His meagre form now Diſappointment rears, 
His cheek deep-channel'd with inceſſant tears, 


Trailing, 
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Trailing, as ſtil he treads the thorny plain, 
Of blaſted hopes the long immeaſurable chain. 


Now Conſeience enter d on the trembling ſcene, 
And to the bad diſclos'd her with'ring mien : 
But chiefly when the death-wateh ſtrikes the ear, 
This dread recorder of the paſt draws near: 
Ere ſick ning GERTRvpx fell to death a prey *; 
(Tradition ſtill repeats the moral lay) 
To goad the boſom of that impious dame, 
To the pale ſuff” rer's couch prompt conſcience came, 
Like a dire necromancer {kill'd to raiſe 
Th' accuſing ghoſts. of her departed: days 
Her lab'ring heart ſent forth diſtracxion's ſigh; 

As on the Prieſt ſhe caſt th* imploring eye: 
Then to the croſs (while tears her boſom lave) 
The kiſs of terror, not of love, ſhe gave: 


* Queen of DN MuAREk, and mother to HA Mur Er. 


Now 


| 
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Now yielding to th' acceſs of wild deſpair 
She ſhrieks, and rends with ſavage graſp her hair: 
Now to reflection's gentler pow'r conſign'd, 
Long plaintive tones denote her troubled mind: 
At length, ſad ſpectacle of wrath divine, 


The high-born wretch expires without a fign *, 


On the dire battle's late-enſanguin'd plain, 
Morality ſtood muſing o'er the lain ! 
Yet then the mourner rais'd her drooping heads 
And thus with ſacred energy ſhe ſaid : 
© Here—where the fatal ſcenes of ſlaughter end, 


| Where hoſtile nations in dread union blend, 

© Where ſleep the great, the daring, and the proud, 
© Amidſt this filent ſolitary crowd, 
© Bid the young monarch quench ambition's flame, 
And 'gainſt his paſſions daring war proclaim.” 


* See Henny the VIch. the death of Cardinal BeavyonrD. 
3 Thus 
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Thus came th' inſtructive allegoric train, 
To fwell the triumph of the Scaldic reign : 
The Genius now beheld a ghaſtly crowd, 
Borne thro' the mid-air on the evening cloud: 
The fable pageantry (when near) diſplay'd 
Th' unhallow'd form of many a horrid ſhade. 
Envelop'd in a robe of darkeſt hue, 
The half-exiſting phantom burſt to view ; 
From out the robe a death's-head ſeem'd to riſe, 
Thro' which tremendous glar'd two fulgent eyes. 
He too of dreadful fame, th' alarming ſpright, 
The unnam'd lonely wand'rer of the night, 
Whoſe ſhriek profaning the repoſe around 
Foreboded death to him who heard the ſound. 
With wings outſtretch'd the Gryphon next was ſeen, 
Half- eagle, lion-half, a form obſcene : 


* The whiſtler ſhrill, that whoſo hears doth dy. 
| SeensEr, Canto 12. B. ad. 


The time has been my ſenſes would have cool'd to hear a 
nizht-fbrick. Maczertn, Act v. Scene 5. 


To 
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To theſe th innumerable hoſt adjoin'd ' 


Of ſhapes uncouth, the tyrants of the mind, 
Matchleſs in force, and ſplenetic of mood, 
The family of death, and terror's brood. 


The moon now launching on th' expanſe of night, 


| Exulting fail'd amidſt a flood of light; 
N Along whoſe beams (diminutive of ſize) 
| A ſhip aerial glided thro' the ſkies : 


Which as it rode reſplendent from afar, 
| Aſſum'd th' appearance of a ſhooting ſtar! 
| The playful Goſſimer ſupplied the fail, 
| Swell'd by the preſſure of the panting gale : 


The deck was peopled by a ſprightly band, 


| The little progeny from fairy land ! 


The ſcene now chang'd—the mountain heav'd a 


groan, 


The bending foreſt breath'd a ſullen moan : 
When 
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When * three Lapland hags, ſelf-pois'd on high, 
Of hideous aſpect, ſtruck the wond' ring eye ! 
Their implements of art aloft they bear, 
And (like the low'ring cloud that loads the air) 
They ſpread the texture of the fatal loom, 
While grim night blackens to a deeper gloom. . 
Theſe forms were welcom'd, as they paſs'd along, 
By favage howlings of the wolf-dog throng. 
Diſaſtrous ravens to this group repair, 
And bats, the fiends that haunt the darken'd air; 


And owls the group purſue with heavy flight, 


Prophets of woe, and harpies of the night ; 
And they who midſt the ſtorm exulting ſoar, 
And they whoſe talons reek with infants gore. 


See from their height the haggard ſhapes defcend, 
And to the ocean's ſhore their footſteps bend ; 
Where cavern'd deep in conclave dim they dwell, 
There utter the dread curſe, there breathe the ſpell! 

| Hoſtile 
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Hoſtile to man, their machinations frame, 
And act the unhallow'd deed witbeut a name. 


Thus have we ſketch'd, with faint imperfect 
hand, 


'The forms that peopled the poetic land, 
Aerial forms (by glowing fiction dreſs d) | 
Who rais'd to joy, or aw'd the human breaſt, 


At length, theſe viſions fading on the fight, 
* A new creation roſe at once to light ; 


As from a gulph the new creation ſprung, 

On which the claſſic beams their ſplendor flung ; 

While on the land which late we wander'd o'er, 

Where wild invention watch'd her growing ſtore, 

Where (thro' rich vales) with ſwelling furges bold, 
d, The flood of poetry reſiſtleſs roll'd ! 


* The univerſity of Copenhagen was founded by Canis» 
TIEN, who died 1481.,—MaLLET's Hiſtory of Denmark, vol. VI. 
I p. 443. | 
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O' er which the gliſt' ning rays of fancy play d, 
And near whoſe banks the human paſſions ſtray d, 
On this rude ſcene of wonder and delight, 
In evil moment ruſn d eternal night. 


